Siam
to the quarters occupied by the French, to look
for shade on board my little steamboat moored
against the bank. Prostration and silence in the
streets, so straightly made but so empty, where
the weeds encroach upon the footpaths. Save
for some naked Cambodian slaves, who, careless
and happy, are watering the lawns of the
strangely-flowered gardens, I meet nobody.
The capital of King Norodom has gone to
sleep till the close of the day, under the dazzling
brilliance of the sun. And clearly one gets the
impression that this little corner of France,
which has been grafted here, will not endure,
will not "make good," such an air of antiquity
and abandonment has it taken on after a few
short years.
At three o'clock in the afternoon I make
ready to continue my journey towards the ruins
of Angkor, against the current of the Mekong.
Pnom-Penh disappears at once; and the pro-
digious Asiatic bush envelops us again within
its profound curtains. At the same time there
is revealed, everywhere around, an animal life
of extraordinary intensity. On the banks,
which we almost brush in passing, whole armies
of bird-fishers are standing on the watch:
pelicans, egrets, and marabouts. Frequently
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